>It was eleven o'clock on a friday night, and Lincoln sat wide awake alone in his bedroom. 
>All his sisters were in bed, except for one. He could still hear Lori on the phone from across the hall.
>Her voice was the perfect distraction, masking the sounds of his footsteps perfectly.
>Just as he had hoped, every door except for his was closed. Lincoln was quick to scurry down the stairs and out the front door, moving as quickly as he could without making a sound.
>Then, ever so gently, he closed the front door behind him and jogged down the block.
>His palms were sweaty and his mouth dry, he could feel his heartbeat rise steadily.
>He hated this.
>Ten minutes of jogging on and off, Lincoln's destination was in sight.
>Despite it being near midnight, the light's in the bakery were all still shining, occasionally flashing as the star-shaped bulbs changed colors or flickered on and off in sequence.
>'Pop's Pastries' was what the florescent sign read above the store, each of the vowels stylized with stars and squiggles.
>Lincoln stood before the bakery. A familiar face staring at him through the window waved to him, and Lincoln's heartbeat skyrocketed.
>Lincoln didn't know what kind of expression he had made when he saw her, but it must've been hilarious, as the girl in the window nearly fell onto the floor laughing at the sight of it.
>Her laughter was short lived, and before long she met Lincoln at the door, gesturing him inside.
>Lincoln wordlessly obeyed.
>His company slammed the door behind him, and flipped one of the several switches behind the counter up. The light plastered on the window reading 'Open' disappeared, and was replaced with 'Closed'.
>Lincoln gulped, and mustered up the courage to speak as his companion guided him to a room behind the counter, usually accessible to employees only. 
>"Remember, you promised. After tonight it's over. Right Chloe?"

>"Only if you don't complain, and do a good job. If you don't..."
>She held her phone out to the boy, but he didn't look at it. He hated seeing the footage, knowing what he looked like when caught in the act.
> He could hear it though, the sounds of him rubbing himself off, whispering Christina's name to himself as he held her clothes to his face.
>"...everyone will know what a creepy pervert you are!"
>Every day she made a point to shove her evidence in Lincoln's face, to rub it in.
>Every day it hurt more and more.
>"Now, are you ready to start?"
>"Yes, Chloe."
>"Good. You know the drill!"
>With that, she brought Lincoln inside the employee break-room, and he couldn't help but wince at what he saw in the center of it.
>A bowl filled with three small green candies(two more then usual), two empty bottles, as well as a small buttplug with a cow-like tail attached, and fake ears which were also cow-like in appearance.
>Lincoln wasted no time stripping himself of all his clothing, tossing it onto the chair just left of the table all the supplies sat on.
>Lincoln grabbed one of the three candies, swallowing it as quick he could to avoid tasting it, and near instantly felt it's affects throughout his body.
>His limbs all began to feel limp, standing up instantly became a struggle.
>He weakly grabbed for the tail and ears, his hands as effective as a claw crane.
>Then, his legs fell out from under him and the boy fell on his side, next to the table and a laughing Chloe.
>As she giggled to herself, Chloe snatched off the two accessories from the table and leaned over Lincoln.
>She placed the fake ears over his own, then patted his head as if praising a pet that had just gotten a trick right.
>Then she brought the tail to her mouth, and rolled her tongue over the black shell; using her spittle as lube.
>Once it had a thick coating of saliva, she gently pushed it against Lincoln's rear.
>The boy shuddered as she thrust it as deep she could in a single push.

>Lincoln's face contorted in pain, his lower body trembled.
>Just as Lincoln thought the pain was over and he had gotten used to feeling it inside of him, Chloe grabbed the nub and pushed it around inside of Lincoln.
>Then she gave it a weak tug, as it trying to pull it out from him.
>Lincoln twitched against the floor, his contractions only ending once Chloe pulled her hand away from the plug.
>"Did I ever tell you how adorable you look in uniform? I could just eat you up!" 
>Chloe leaned into lincoln's rear, giving both of his cheeks a quick kiss before standing back up.
>Again she leaned towards the table, taking one of the bottles in her left hand. With her right, she grabbed Lincoln by the arm and dragged the boy up against the single loveseat in the room.
>She puts the bottle on the floor, and then used both of her arms to lift the boy up, and rest him on the couch. His head sat on the left arm of the couch, and his feet on the right.
>He was laid on his side, his erection faced away from the back of the couch and gently swayed as Chloe put Lincoln in the optimal milking position. Adjusting cushions so he wouldn't fall over or get sore and the likes.
>Once she was sure the boy was comfortable Chloe got started immediately. Taking a small purple bottle with a bent straw, she picks it up in her left hand and squeezes the contents into the other. A transparent gel squirts out from the bottle onto her hand, she makes sure to give her palms and fingers each a heavy coating before putting down the purple bottle and picking up the clear one.
>She rests her lubed hand against Lincoln's erection, and the boy lets out a meek moan.
>She always teased Lincoln for being a quick shot, but Chloe knew that it was really the medicine she always fed him that caused his performance issues.
>Well, to others it was an issue, but to Chloe...
>It was the best. 
>Once she had the milking bottle in her hand and held it against Lincoln, she began to stroke the boy as fast as she could. 

>The lube was unbearably cold against Lincoln's flesh, and each stroke of her hand spread more of it over his inflamed member.
>Sloppy wet noises and moans filled the room, an occasional giggle finding its way in there as well.
>A minute later and Chloe could already feel Lincoln's cock tremble in her hand.
>"Lincoln, you're pathetic!"
>She speeds up her stroking, and holds the bottle against the tip of his crown.
>The moment the head of his dick is rubbed against the inside of the bottle Lincoln lets out a whine, and his dick begins to spurt out Chloe's secret ingredient.
>"There we go...there we go..."
>Her hands slows, and pushes against the base of his cock, forcing out every drop of cum she could.
>His hips buckle three, four times as he lets out spurt after spurt of his cloudy-white cum.
>The bottle is filled up a fifth of the way, and she pulls it away from Lincoln's member.
>She twirls the bottle in her hand, watching the goop spin inside it, licking her lips all the while
>"How do you think my friends would react if they knew this is what made my last few batches so good?"
>"Would it make you horny if I said I gave some to Christina?"
>Lincoln shakes in his seat, his eyes lock with Chloe's as she continues to speak.
>"She loooooves them. Can't get enough of them. What do you think she'd do if she knew you're the reason it's so delicious?"
>Chloe leans into Lincoln's crotch, lapping up a single drop of cum hanging from his urethra.
>"Would she throw up? Ask for more? Ask for YOU?"
>With that, she begins to rub her hand up and down Lincoln's erection again, causing the boy to squeal in pleasure.
>"Still sensitive? That'll make this nice and easy!"
>Without warning, Chloe brings her lips to Lincoln's erection again. She holds it in place with her lips, licking at it while her now-spare hand rubs its palm against the head of his cock.
>She kneads her fingers around the head, pulling and teasing it while her mouth tastes the base.

>Seconds later Lincoln began to twitch again, and Chloe held up the bottle.
>Her eyes were glued to Lincoln's penis as it let out her favorite ingredient again, watching it spit out cum pitifully. 
>"Look at it..."
>Again Chloe gently squeezed out the last few remaining drops from inside, rubbing her cheek against the head of his cock at the same time.
>"It looks like it's crying! Don't worry..."
>Chloe kissed Lincoln's crown three times in succession, and then showered the base with small smecks and smooches.
>"Are you sore Lincoln?"
>Chloe turns to the boy, and can see the seeds of tears in the corners of his eyes.
>"Want to take a little break?"
>Lincoln can only let out a soft 'Mhmmm', his body still entirely limp.
>"Okay...I hope you feel better soon little guy!"
>She gently pets the tip of his glans, and rests her head on his thighs, occasionally sticking out her tongue to caress Lincoln's base.
>Ten seconds pass.
>"Break's over!" Chloe shouts, before re-applying lube to her spare hand.
>Lincoln whines pathetically as she resumes rubbing her hand across his base, milking the boy as best as she could.
>"No cow of mine needs a break! Even after you run dry, we're gonna keep going!"
>"Please..." It takes every ounce of willpower in Lincoln's body to force out his little plea, but Chloe ignores it. Again staring at his penis while it spurts out more and more of its juice.
>Before long the first bottle is full, and Lincoln's tears are now cascading down his cheeks.
>"That must've been hard on you, I think you deserve another one of these guys!"
>Chloe rubs another green candy against Lincoln's lips, and then forces it into through his mouth.
>The boy is unable to keep his jaw shut, and she easily forces her fingers through. Even deeper still, she continues to push until the candy sat at the back of his tongue.
>It doesn't take long for Lincoln's body to take it down, or for it to take effect. 

>Chloe withdraws her fingers from Lincoln's mouth and brings them to her own, licking away all the boy's saliva.
>She keeps her eyes glued to Lincoln's face, studying his expression.
>His eyes already begin to roll into the back of his head as the drug's effect multiplied.
>"Don't worry Lincoln, I'll make sure you feel nothing but pleasure. I promise."
> She plants a small kiss against the boy's lips, and his body twitches slightly.
>"Now, before we start on the second bottle..."
>Chloe wraps her lips around the head of Lincoln's penis, and then both of her hands around the base.
>Her tongue pushes at and plays with the very tip of his erection, and she feels the boy shudder on the bed.
>Then, ever so gently, both of her hands begin to move in sync up and down his shaft.
>Lincoln didn't even twitch this time, and his cum weakly flew out into her mouth.
>Chloe didn't mind though, she drank up each drop the boy let out.
>And kept drinking.
>...?
>Chloe pulled her head back from the boy's erection. Even without being touched anymore, Lincoln's dick continued to let out his white goop.
>"Wow, you're like a broken faucet! Does it feel good? Huh?"
>She holds the second bottle up the boy's erection, and gently squeezes it. Each tug of his penis causes more and more to flow out.
>She brought her eyes up to Lincoln, who was barely on the edge of consciousness.
>Chloe pulled up the bottle closer to Lincoln's penis, and then brought her lips up to his.
>Now that he wasn't cognizant, Chloe pushed her lips against the boy's mouth and kissed Lincoln, as best and sloppily as she could.
>Their mixed juices trailed down the sides of Lincoln's face as the bottle continued to fill, only breaking the kiss once the bottle was full.
>But even after the second bottle was done though, Lincoln continued to leak.
>"Amazing..."
>Chloe spoke to no one in particular as she brought her lips to Lincoln's crown, lapping up his sperm as more and more oozed out. 

>Chloe let herself drink in a daze, lazily lapping at Lincoln's cum until he let out another muffled grunt.
>"Are you awake Lincoln?" Chloe looked up to the boy, who now began to look lazily around the room.
>Another thin string of cum oozed out from Lincoln, and Chloe put her lips against his urethra and slurped it up, causing his eyes to once again roll back into his head.
>"Well, I don't know if you can understand me right now Lincoln but..."
>Chloe stands, and briskly walks over to the corner of the room, taking out a contraption from below the employee-sink.
>It was a modified portable milking machine, with all but one of the pumps removed.
>"My grandpa dropped this by a few days ago, and I thought it'd be fun to re-purpose it. But now that you're a broken faucet, I think this will fit you just perfectly! You'll be like a real cow!"
>For a split second, Lincoln's eyes glaze over with fear, but that emotion is washed away as Chloe fondles his cock, putting it inside the elongated pump.
>"I stole one of those onahole things from my brother, and put it in here. This way, it should feel really good when it starts sucking!"
>"But before we get to the fun part..." Chloe brings her phone out from her pocket, and swipes her fingers across the screen. Several taps later and she holds up the screen to the barely-conscious Lincoln.
>"I don't know if you can understand what's going on, but I deleted the footage. After tonight, you'll be free to never come back here ever again."
>"But, until you're able to leave on your own...I'm gonna milk you dry."
>Chloe holds out the third and final piece of green candy.
>She gently pushes it through Lincolns lips and towards the back of his mouth, watching his body convulse all the while.
>"Your dick is never gonna work right again!"
>Chloe flips the switch on the pump, her hand sinking into her panties as Lincoln falls unconscious.